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THE

“En Route”
By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.
J E ITUYRMANS belonged o the

A hanlates Ho wne

wse ecurmias wines doomed to

e i. fYor the Devi! and who found God
ta peorae the suvine pttrilmted to
Strindbergy about  iom Hovamans,
Iike Flanbert and Haudelaive. was one of

the Coloss: of Fony He was horn tired,
} i out all Ineamatums, hav
g snpped Somepliere on :11! sensations,
having died unto many modes of sm and

inremembered.

apparatus came into  the

love 1 hves remote and
His pswehlin
world ke a “movie” sepeen om whieh all
eombinatians of erime, frenzy and poetic
manipulaiions had been tried.  All he got
Here was a dismal remembermg.  “0ld
InfT wae the world mdement wnitten on
1 'T\-'.;"lu!r"_ prssimistie eountenaner
Paul Bourmet, im his maenificent }- aus
mn omfemporansme Pogchology, bhas an-
’\Ilﬂ (A -? 'i"l_" mtroly 'h"' ]! smans "1 'u";'lﬁ"
m hig studies on Flanber:, Stendhal, Bao-
delaire, Leconte de Lasle and others, They
are the men who forernn their own lives,
prophets of the'r own future, men whaose

A failure on her jobas
a wife! Extravagant!
A butterfly! What was
she to do when he went
to war—her husband
who paid the bills?

How such American wom-
en got down to the brass
tacks of Hwing and the
real joy of paying for
their existence in the uni-
verse i8 the theme of this
very cleverly told ana im-
mensely entertaining new
story by

GRACE

What could you expect
of a girl whose mother was too
tashionébly occupied to bother
with her and whose father was
a good hearted blunderer with
ro ides of what was poing on
in his daughter’s bead” And
Isabelle (the Cricket)—she had
brains, she had irrepressibile
energy and she had =0 much
imagination. She was an ex-
asperation to her mother, an
enigma to her father, and her
governesses and teachers con-
sidered her a devit.  But Captain
Larry O'Leary thought he would
Ble the ericket to sing on his
hearth.

Do you remember ‘“‘Bambi?"
“The Cricket” is quite as sprite-
Iv and even more worth while.

By Marjorie
Benton Cooke

axther of “Rombi,” ele.

THE
(CRICKET

At oll bonksellers
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY

The unique novel of
the year

THE FLAIL

By Newton A. Fuessle

The mort extmerdmary talr of dusl
preocehity smes T Jeboll and N
Hyde "

$1.40 ne =t cll Book Shops
Polilshed by hlofat, Yard & Company,
Thow \o"‘

youth is taken up in pondering on the
vanity of their days to come. Beanliful
pashme f you tlie=e men !
(fodhke doam f you are an artist and
can gve the world & Temptatson of Samt
Anthomy a Les Fleurs du Mal, Poém
Tragigues or an Fn FRonte

It i= the grandeur of pessimi=m that )
gives us wisdom and art. Despair and

van wrte hke

.

pain breed the Beauty that the world
keoms It 13 the heaven mmdine ronies
and canficles from the Promethenses of

art. ehamned to their sronite Calvaries,
that endure. The human race s redermed
in its enrsrs, nttered through the lips of
its prophets. Pity the poor in spirit who
never eursed hiz nats! day! He is made
of snch stoff as puonk 18 made of and his
hitla life ® romnded in a lndies’
errele

So, gentle reader and ye smug brethren
of the pretty little “hedtime story,”
are not going to be “amused” when yon
read J. K. Huvsmans’s En Route, trans-
lated from the Freneh by G. Kegan Paul
and brought P. Dutton & Co If
yon lovt ¢

S Ll

Tvou are

ant by E
the subtieties and mysicries of
the peycholagy of Catholiciem, if ynu lovs
rrent writing and if there are pimions in
yonr brmin wherewith to wmg yon o
heaven or plunge you to hell, if you love
the eondensed sentenec that rocks you into
a far meditation, or yon are an Alpinmst
of great, high towering images and find
s pleasure in being bitten mto an admir
gble frenry by vital, out of the duz
similes—why, here 18 your hook; one you
will not sell or pawn or ram away amor
your “eurrent” reading

En Route is the mystieal diary of Dur
tal, who iz no other than J. K. Haysmans
hmself. Durtal is a8 Lmeullus of senea-
tions, & Parisinn who passed in and ount
of hiz hells with f|‘ﬁ ep=e of Satan himn
self. But it fell
“aomversion’ —or at ]- ast theneed of em.-
version—came to him. Conversion, says
William James, 18 simply the nse over
the threshald of eonseiomsness of another
gelf, a buried rgo that resurriels on an
Easter morn of the sprit. Durtal walks
toeard hizs Damasens, emmversing witl
spirits damned and spirits holy and spirts
iromie and spirfts diabolic and spirits
lewd. Hell & paved with many gardens
if you know the eountrv. The mongstery
La Troppe is his end “If they [ins lit

n a errtun doy thiat

srary aequaintances in Pariz] knew how
inforior they are to the lowest of the lay
hrothers! If they eould imagine how the
divine intoxieation of a Trappist swme-
herd interests me more than all their eor

versatione and  all their hooks!  Ah!
Lord, that I might live, live in the <hadow

of the prayers of homble Brother

Simeon !”

Fn Rowle 1= a r\.rwr-r‘ thesanrns of
musical, artistie and religions eriticism.
After rending Huvsmans one grasps more
completely the superficiality and hopeles=:
imitsvencss of Georpe Moore. For Huv=
mans has Fred m hell: Moore omly goes a
jamnting there. Hnysmane sleeps with
Batsn ; Moore only leaves his visiting card
at his Majesty’s mansion and makes notes
on the servants and the outbuildings.
being, &= he is, only & Dublin reporter with
& Prnisian high achool edueation.

Durtal drops imto St. Suolpice. He
list ms to the sermon. “If  fhese cooks of
the sonl had any skill, if they served
their elients with delieate meats, theglom-
cil essemess, gravies of prayer, concen
trated sanees of ideas, they wonld vage
tate misunderstood by their flocks, Ko,
on the ‘btﬂ'ﬂ, it 12 all for the best. The
low water mark of the elergy must eon
form to the level of the faithful, and in
deed,” he concludes ironieally, “Provi
dence has provided earefully for this”

Huysmans's Catholie Church is esoterie,
aristoerntie, & retrent for the eleet of sin
and the ohsenrely dammed: really some
thing ‘epicurean, a penetrailum for adepts,
a Panthean for fallen but proud Lueifers.
In fret Catholicism is, with Huysmans, a
branch, a detail of Art. “Fimnallv,” he
saye, “Durtal has been brought back to
religion by art. More even than his dis
gust for life, art had been the irresistible
marnet whieh drew him to God.”

The man has the eve of a greal painter
of the Duteh schodl. e sees eversthing
vividly mnd m his great prose Invs on all
the colors of the spectrum.  “The crowd
as it Tan m the erueiform mould of the
echureh beeame itsell an enormous cross,
living wnd erawling, silent and sombre.”
He says of a samt: “I have read her
works and she gives me the len of a
stamless lilv, but & metallic hiv, torged of
wronght iron”  And spam n & moment
of doubt, “True gominees would bhaye eon
si=ted I mventimg nothine, ereating notl
ing, in leaving all as it was, in notlung
noss, in pease”

The book is the book of & man sick
with the saered sichness, the sickness of
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Lucifer and Baddha l:ld Thumﬂ #
Kempis and Tolstoy. It is the sikness

You may like his road or may not— bud
o with him anyway for the sake of the
dome in great prose of one of the most hallueinatingly beanfiful and sombre
pstonishing produets of the age And, scemery on the way

eome who mmong us who is worth bhis ——— -

psyehie galt is not thus siek unto death? EN ROUTE. By J. K. Huvsmans. E P
I Iloute 18 no man’s road to redemption. Dutten & Co. $2.50.
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Few but BEST

Carefully selected books that combine
merit and popularity

Seldom has a beok appeared mors opportunely than

.M. HYNDMAN'S author zed CLEMENCEAU: The Man
and His Time. “Fxractly the book one wants at this
moment,” savs the Bashingion Star. “With such a subject
and with such sxhaustive knowledge of his subject it is natural
that Mr. Hyndman should produce the book of the year,” says
the Sprangfield Union.
@ One of the most remarkable human documents we have
ever published is YASHKA: My Life as Peasant, Officer
and Ellh. by MARIA lel HKARIVA, which the N. ¥,
Post calls *‘a record =0 sensational as almost to appear incredible.

‘ Remarkable alike a< a human document and for the
picture it Fﬂ!r-!- of war-time Russia in the throes of Bolshevik
propaganda.”
§ For the real facts about the smaller nations presenting their
national llaiff“ to the Peace Comference, read ISAAC DON
LEVINE'S THE RESURRECTED NATIONS. which gives
the hlblﬂrlr‘i, briefly and interestingly, of Poland, Arabia,
Jugoslavia, Armenia and f(at.'rtt«_"'_- other nations freed by the
Great War.
§ There is an irresistihle charm about the work of OLJIVE
HIGGINS PROUTY which makes it at "-T'.f“!'i('fillu-t and ‘I ular.
This quality is more than ever present in her volume of vital
American short stories, GOoOD Smm “Crisp, clean cut
and brightly told,” says the N. V. Foon ing Sun GERTRU DY
ATHERTON'S mystery novel of California society, THE
AVALANCHE, is, according tn the F ton Post, “the plausible

and uc:tm" sort of tale thar does not let you turn the poagrs
leisurely.”
q A book that answers all ¢ inevitable gaueetions the [mtiest

boys will ask about the w ar i DAWY PAT OF THE ﬂl—
R¥NES, the letrers of Lt. Cal. FR f\A:..‘lf\
son. “A joy for the youngsters and a book which the older '.
will sneak away to read the wcay they go o the circus.”—Chicago
T'ribune.

€ Really warthwhile poetry ic contained in SONGS OF THE
SERVICES, by Chief Yeoman ATLL STOKIES, a veteran of
rhi.'r_-.‘--'.wn years' service. His verse has, says the N. V. Evensng
Sun, “a fine rollicking lilt and much real humor.”

q On April 23rd we hf' e to_publis h ALFI U D NUYES' THE
NEW MORNING, v which i '

gathered all of Mr. Noyes’
verse since 1014 .-.a!' ling his at war poem, “The \"r.u"
I'J{ the .‘\l:w‘nu and such sntier wi = .';JH 1-- ms as "I'.. icelon,
1517, “Kilmeny,” *“The Pham Flee “T'hie Vindictive, et

§ At all Lookshap
FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY

MNew York

TORY-TELLING and story-lis-

tening is one of the oldest and

dearest entertainments of man-
kind. Here are two delightful new
stories.

NIXOL

By FELIX GRENDON

Not a line of slush. Not a line of dulness.
This is a romance of business with all of
the flavor and none of the fever of a Wall
Street atmosphere. Th&lququrkhl,
and the story moves with grateful swiftness.

Itis good to know Nixola, Aristide Cambeau
and all the rest. Price $1.50

I'VE COME s,

By MARY HEATON VORSE
A story of Greenwich Village artist life, and
asbreezy and gay and charming as the per-
fectly incorrigible and perfectly fascinating
Tittle girl who helps along the love story of
the artist and the girl from uptown. Inthis
latest and liveliest story of hers Mrs. Vorse

displays her story-telling powers in their
fullest measure. Price $1.25

Almost ileg-
ally gay and
stimulating

of Wall
Street

Here is the
Joy of life

ssandse THE CENTURY CO. = ivatom

AIR MEN O’ WAR

Author of ““Between the Lines,”” “Action Front,” “Front
Lines,” “Grapes of Wrath,” “Doing Their Bit,” ete.
All of BOYD CABLE'R elear-eut, thrilling stories are baw=i on nctual facts

gleaned straight from the front. Here we have the expediences of the [lying
mien made vived by the ssme imagination and trustworthy knowledge.  Net, £1.75

°get5r E. P. DUTTON & €O, “.0.4¢
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